DOCTOR -WRC 
SNAKES ALIVE! 


l can't believe we're 
back on Earth 
already. | was hoping to 
meet more aliens! 


This is Fat Eddie’s 
place. It’s full of 
gangsters. We'd 

best keep our 
heads down. 


M 
Thissss block belongssss 
to the Ssssidewinder 
Ssssyndicate! 


Are you kidding me? This is 
history, Wolfgang, happening 
all around us. It’s not every 
day you get to travel back in 

time to the 1920s! 
Wie 


CLUS 


i 
m 
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But, at that moment, at the door... 


You guys ain't 
supposed to 
be here! 


Now, that’s more 
like it! Aliens in the 
. Excellent! 

192027 Excelen You two stay hidden, 
in case those things 
come back. I’m going 

to have a quick chat 
with Fat Eddie. 


That's right, Eddie, 
just hold still while | 
regenerate this burnt 
skin. Trust me, l'm a 
doctor. You were saying? 


Those snake-heads 
have been muscling 
ín on my turf for 
weeks, with their fancy 
ray guns. No one 
knows where they 

came from. » 


I - EM 

The pen is mightier than the 
sword, Wolfgang. Which means 
that, er... The printing press is 
mightier than the gun. Probably. 


All we need to send the 
Sidewinder Syndicate packing 
is this book. And, maybe, a 
pair of clever disguises. 


Hang on, those snakes 
had guns. If we're gonna 
go marching i in there, 
shouldn't we have something 
to protect ourselves? 


I'm, er, Big Jock 
McCrímmon, and this is the 
Wolfman. We were sent by, 
er, Doctor Cool to talk with 

the Sidewinder Syndicate. 


Fat Eddie thinks 
they're using a local 
drugstore as 
a front. 


J It’s like they're trying to 
fit in here, acting like 
everybody else. Do they 
think we can't see what 
they are? 


Boy, have you 
à still got a lot 
\ to learn! 


You were right, Heather. 
Being able fo live history 
like this... It’s fantastic! 


It^ssss all right, Ssssnake-Eyessss. 
Thesssse two mugssss were in Fat 
Eddie'ssss joint. They musssst have 

followed ussss from there. 


But they'll ssssoon 
be ssssleeping with 
the fissssh! 


You've come to 
| the wrong sssshop, 
míssssy. No 
ssssnakessss here! 


Wait! You haven't heard 
us out yet. How about we 
carve up the south side 
between us? We could- 4 


Doctor! We tried | 
to stall them, but- 


It's OK, Heather. My fault. 
l've seen all | need to see, 
anyway. | Know where our 
friends here came from. 


Those Sidewinders 
really should invest in 
a better lock for their 
back door. Especially 
with fop-notch gear 
like this about the place. 


ljust hope Heather 
and Wolfgang can 
keep them talking... 


What was that 
| noisssse? A 
| tresssspasssser! 


They're exiles! Criminals Yeah, well. No need 
from the planet Serpentine, i to, now. l've fixed your 
shot into space with no navi-pod. You can find 
uc on their ship. somewhere else to live. 


Only they got lucky. Ta-ta. Nice knowing you. 
They found Earth. 


You missssundersssstand. We 
have no wissssh to leave this 
world. We are happy here... and 
we are amassssing a fortune! 


Maybe. But you're 
also starting to 
draw the wrong 
kind of attention. 
Tell them, Doctor. 


Heather's right. Fat 
Eddie is just small fry. 
Soon, you're going to 
have to deal with the 
real heavies of this 
world. Here, look! 


Thissss world is perfect. 
Humanssss come in sssso many 
sssshapessss and ssssizessss 
and colourssss... We knew we 
could blend right in. 


These... These - muc 

beings. They are There they go. The s 
hideous. Monstrous! Sidewinder Syndicate. Off 
- into space, with their tails | 
between their legs. Time 

we were leaving, foo. 


he runs the Louisiana Leopards... 
Jaws Luciano, he’s my favourite... 
Oh, and so many others... Spider A 
Corleone, Pincers Malone, hoping we could stay on 
Bugs Bunny... , Earth a bit longer, explore 
idi un NUI some more of the past... 


Y 


A g ; Vy 
That's Spots Zampelli there, H, 


Do we have to? | was 


The TARDIS lands on the 
Sparkling Pianet. 
at fX 


"WESN N ^ 


SO ME 


THE SPARKLING TEID 
PLANET 


What are you doin 
on my freighter? 


We're in the cargo hold 
of a spaceship, right, 
Doctor? | can feel the 

deck vibrating through 
the soles of my feet. 


Never mind that now. l'm 
the Doctor - and this 
freighter is fearing itself 
apart. Talk to me, Mr...? 


McKendrick. My name's 
McKendrick. And my 
ship... It's caught in the 
gravity of that planet. 
: | can't pull free! 
Right, Wolfgang. 
| don't much like 
the sound of those 
engines, though. 
Something's wrong. 


Adamas down 
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Back in the hold... 


There's all sorts of junk 
down here. The owner 
of this ship must be an 

importer. Or a scavenger. 


GRAV TY, 


Do you hear that noise, 
WER Heather? Somebody - 
or something - moving, 

behind these crates. 


supposed to be o 
fo space travellers - and 
with good reason! 


Whoah! It’s some kind 
of diamond monster, 
and it looks like it’s 


Not for much longer, 
poe. It’s 
breaking out! 


Doctor, help! 
We're being 
chased by- 


Don't tell me, | can guess. It looks 
like our new friend McKendrick 
here picked the wrong type of 

diamond to smuggle. 


Is slow, but it’s 
strong. \f that 
punch had connected 
with my head. 


Hang on, Wolfgang. It must be from 
Adamas, and the Adamasians live 
underground, in diamond mines... 


So, their eyes won't be 
used to the light. Nice 
one, Doctor. We can run 
v 7 Y T while it’s blinded. But, 
A living one! ERSS j Su io where to? 


D 


L.. l thought the stasis > No wonder you 

field would hold it. My ay can't break orbit, 
laser beams are bouncing 8 McKendrick. 
off its diamond hide. How J CINE erases 

do we sfop that thing? — 4 


The Adamasian is a part of 
its planef, and the planet 
doesn't want to let go! We 
have to get it off this ship! 


No! That creature is 
worth a forfune in 
diamonds to me. 


Even so, shortly... 


| My plan's working. i 
The others took 
cover while | lured 
the Adamasian here, 
into the airlock. 


That's it! The — 


is being sucked ouf of the | 

ship. Now, seal the airlock | 

again - before | lose my grip | 
on this magnetic clamp! 


l've got the laser, 
Heather! Quick, 
save the Doctor! 


A : 
The Doctor's been 
sucked out into space, 
too. Even he can't 
last more than a few 
seconds out there! 


l... 1 don't think | 
can. He's losing his 
grip... Is foo late! 


NOW, HEATHER! 
Close the inner 

door, and open the 
airlock to space! , 


(X 


What do you think you're 
doing, McKendrick? | have 
to get to those controls, 
or the Doctor will dief 


Best for me if he does. 
There’s a pretty stiff 
penalty for breaking into 
Adamas, and he could 
report me for it. 


We could still get him 
back. This freighter must 
have a tractor beam or 
something. But we need 
you to operate it for us. 


Any reason 
why | should? BS 


And so, one hurried use 
of a tractor beam later... 


Th-thanks for the rescue. 
S-space is a nice place 
to visit, but it’s foo 
c-cold to live there! 


It's no more than McKendrick 
deserves, if you ask me. But what 
about the Adamasian, Doctor? 
It didn't ask for any of this! 


y You're right, Heather. But 
remember, we all saw how 
a fough it was. | doubt even a 
fall from this height could 
do it much harm. 


How about this one? 
That cargo hold of 
yours is full of all the 

Junk you've picked up 
over the years. 


Help us save the 
| Doctor, or we'll 
smash the whole 
lot to pieces! 


With the Adamasian gone, 
we're flying free again. But 
the damage it caused, it'll 
cost me all the credits 
l have to repair it! 


l almost envy it, in a 
way. The Adamasian 
has got the only thing 

if ever wanted. 


T It’s going 
home! 


iat terrors await the Doctor 
and his friends at Castle Wrath? 
—— —Àü ne 


E 


Something’s 
moving, coming 
this way. 


] Are you sure? It’s a 
defiety mis, while since l've dropped 
Salzbur by. | suppose | don't 

9. remember there being 
this many frees. 


Help me! 
For pity’s sake, 
help me. It’s 


coming! 
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It’s alright, it’s KREE 
OK, we've got you. 
What’s coming? / 


The monster. 
It’s coming to 
take me away. 


| don't want to worry OK, Now l'm 
anyone, but there’s UT be convinced. This 
something else ! / We _F definitely isn't 
out there, and it's // ; NE Salzburg. 
headed this way. g Va : 


Doctor? Is 
it alive? 


Keep back, 
you lot. l've got 
everything under 
control. | think. 


Yes, it’s alive but 
its mind has been 
switched off. It's 
a cyborb slave, 
but this type of 
creature has been 
outlawed across 
fhe galaxy for 
millennia. 


^ It is the curse of Castle 
E Loud 4 N Wrath. So many villagers 
? i have gone missing near 
yout Where ai l that place, but | thought the 
- 1 monster was just a sfory. 
Until now. 


Nas 


Castle Wrath? 
Sounds lovely. 


Glad you think so, 
because our friendly 
monster is going to Go home and 
fake us on a visit, now stay safe. We'll That must 
l've made sure her take care of be the 
mind is her own again. Castle Wrath. castle. 


The monster is going to 
carry you in there, as 
if you're her prisoner. 
Wolfie and | will creep 

. in after you and find out 

Nice place. what's going on. 
| will repay OW. GO We : 
your kindness. get in? 


Inside the castle... 


An alien 
laboratory in 
the depths of an 
ancient castle. 
That is so cool. 


This is so 
not right. 


Time to show 
our faces, before 
anything un-cool 

happens to Heather. 


You took your time. 
Hurry down to the 
dungeon. She's 
getting irritable 
down there. We need 
fo bring her food. 


We bring you 
fresh meat, your 
highness. Another 
Earthling girl from 
the village. 


Ory A 
That'll be us. I’m the r 


Doctor and this is my 
friend Wolfgang; He loves 
hi 


your lab, by the way. 


How did you get 
in here? Robot, 
destroy them. 


About time. | grow 
tired of the plasma 
bank's bitter fare. 
But | sense another 
presence... 


l'm sorry, but she’s 
no? Oops! No more 
not taking orders snacking for you, 


from you any more. E / Viadula. Mi 
" L d . Might 
l've set her free: E as well pack your 


Q Q Z am things and go. 


Is that girl. She must 
have gathered the 
| villagers to help us. 


There's the 
real monster. 
Come on, let's 


it off. 
How dare you! | see it o 


am Vladula, Queen 
of the Leviathan 
Leeches, and I... 


Looks like our cyborg 

friend has found 
herself a new home. 

; She'll be happy here. 

Á The villagers will take 
Get me out of good care of her. 

here, Philbo. y 
Now. 


Yeah. She may 
look like a monster, 
but she’s ever so 
sweet once you 
get to know her. 


B 


PHOTO FINISH 
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Lovely family, the — E t d 
Brunswicks... helped Couldn't we 
me repel the Gotan F have come at 
invasion in 1879. — | ! Christmas? I'd love 
| promised to look — to see Christmas in [fF NE. 
them up next time TA Victorian London... , George Brunswick! 
| was in the area. It’s me, the 
mue Doctor! Sorry 
to barge in on you 
unannounced... 


Oh, of course. 
Sorry, | didn't 
recognise you at 
first, Doctor! 


That’s OK! Heather, 
Wolfgang - this is 
the rest of the family, 
Mary Brunswick, Anne, 
Adam and Jane. 


The Doctor said 
How silly you can be, he saved that 
George! Forgetting our M man's life, didn't 
old friend the Doctor! he? Funny he 
Shall | fetch some tea forgot that... 
and home-made cake | 
for us all? 


Would you like 
me to show you 
around the rest 
of the house? 


Er... yes. 
Thank you. 


Hello, | see you've 
had a family 
portrait taken. 
Good idea! 


Do you take 
yours with 
milk, Doctor? 


Where are Heather 
and Wolfgang? They 
won't want to miss out 

on your lovely cake. 


Here we 
are, Doctor. 


Gosh, that 
was quick! 
Yes please. 


It’s a beautiful 
house, Doctor. You 
should look around 

it yourself. 


Although it’s not 
the best picture, 
is it? I'd ask for 
your money back 
if | were you. 


Oh, | will... what 
do you have 
there, Anne? 


Again, this 
hasn't come out 
that well, has it? 


Just a 
photograph. 


You don't mind 
if | take a look, 
do you? 


| think | might 
take that tour of 
the house now, if 

you don't mind! 


Let's just 
throw you into 
reverse... 


E ~ 


x 


" 


ESTO oe m 


bez. 


Good grief! 


What's been 
happening? 


| can explain... 
this ‘camera’ 
actually contains 
several energy 
creatures from the 
Scree Dimension. 
When your picture 
was taken, they took 
your place. 


| see - and it 
trapped us all 
inside the photos! 


| thought there 
was something 
peculiar about 
that photographer 
who came round. 
But why us? 


They were probably 
jealous of the lives you 
have here. The Scree 
Dimensions a pretty dull 
place, to be honest. 


They're trapped back 
in here now. l'Il drop 
them off somewhere 

they can't do any harm, 

and perhaps even make 
themselves useful. 


Maybe they should 
open a cake shop... 
this is delicious! 


The Doctor 


and his friends 


board the brain train! 


a. von S 


Hey, Doc. Instead of 
going straight back to 
the TARDIS, we could 

visit my Aunty Jen. lve 
not seen her for yonks. 
She's great. 


Why not? It'd 
be good to meet 
some more 
McCrimmons. 


Hey look, my GamePod 
has automatically 
downloaded a new 

puzzle game. It's cool! 


Doctor, something 
is wrong with 
Wolfgang} It's like 
he's in a france. 


Yawn. | can't 
believe tracking 
down that Gruutis 
took us all night. 


And so far away 
from the TARDIS. 
Lucky | brought my 
GamePod with me. 
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Funny, l'm sure the 


This service is fast 
to London Victoria. 
Please stand clear of 
the closing doors. 


screen at the station 
said this train was 
calling at all stops. 


We'll go straight past |( 


Aunty Jen's. 


Passengers don't seem 


fo mind. Actually, they — 4 
don't seem interested in 
anything much, apart 

from their puzzles... 


... Which they're all 
playing! The exacf 
same game, in all 
the newspapers, in 
all the magazines, on 
all the GamePods. 


Bit weird, isn't 
it? And no one's 
talking. Hey, Wolfie, 
are you alright? 


He seems OK otherwise. It’s as 
if he’s just really concentrating 
on the game. Now that is 
weird. The neuronic impulses 
generated by his brain are being 
sucked towards that air vent. 


|. Ahh! A Neuronic Receptor, 
|, ina carriage brimmin 
with brain waves. Mental 
energy generated by all 
these focused minds. 
Fascinating! 


This thing is a 
sort of mental 
vacuum cleaner. 
My brain must've 
sent its readings 
off the scale! 


' Looks like we caught 
the attention of whoever 
kitted out this train. 
Sorry, Wolfie, we're 


Easier said than 
done! Excuse me. 
Coming through! 


What have 
you got there, | 
Doctor? 


c Ja 
Fibre optic data links, built 
into the train, harvestin 


the neuronic impulses of the 
passengers and funnelling 


Er, those guys don’t 
You there! FE look much like ticket 
Tickets, fi inspectors to me. More 
like soldiers. And why 
do they only want to see 
our tickets? 


Locked. Must be the 
guard's carriage on the 
other side. Hang on. 


Quickly, Doctor. 
They're almost 
here! 


Phew. That was \ 
close, but | dont F 
suppose this door will | 
stop them for long. 


Those 
passengers 
are all 
volunteers. 


Really? My friend cs — 
back there isn’t. 
And if they're 
volunteers, what do 
they get out of it? 


battery, it’s an engine. 
In 30 seconds, this 
train will break the 
light barrier! 


How did they 
get in here? 
Who do 


| think I’m the Doctor. Yep, 
definitely me. More to the 
point, who are you, and what 
do you think you’re doing to 
the people on this train? 


eS ma / 
f They get to be partof V 


the greatest revolution E 
in scientific history. A 
discovery that will change 
human life forever. 


Oh, one of those. You mean 
this thing? A poly-lithium 
neuron transformer, converting 
electrical brain impulses into 
cheap, limitless, green energy. 
A giant brain battery. 


A passenger train 
during the rush 
hour, moving at light 
speed? | think that’s 
a little optimistic. 


That's why | chose this route, 
| mean no way. Even through the Sydenham Hill 
if your sums are right, tunnel. It will absorb the 
jumping to light speed sta) shockwave when we make 
inside a planet’s gravity the jump. London will not be 
well is foo dangerous. endangered. 


When ! say no way, 


What? Oh my, you're 

right. Everyone on the 
train will be killed! But 
it’s foo late to cancel 


You're off 
your rocker. ici 
That's what 
they say about E 
all great minds. £ | > » 
For your great mind, maybe, 
/ but not for mine - or for 
the combined minds of 
everyone playing these 
puzzles on this train. If | 
reverse the neuron flow... 


Your calculations will Ye - , l 
take the train to light 5 j| believe | got 
speed all right, but ] it so wrong. 
itl jump half way =) I’m so sorry. 
across the galaxy, ui d ie 
into deep space. training! 


Well, your theory 
was on the right 
track, but your 

timetable was way 

ahead of schedule. 


Great, which means 
we've still got time to 
make our connection - 


None of the passengers and visit Aunty Jen. You know, fve 
got a funny 


are any the wiser, and à 
feeling | missed 


not only that, but we got 


here five minutes early. something... 


The Doctor discovers 
robot shoes on Earth! 


I like them. Very ` 
comfy, kind of 
springy. They make 
walking sort of... 
effortless. 


But those shoes look 
exactly like the ones with 
the soles that melted when 
we were escaping from that 

volcano planet, Doctor. 


| know! | really 
liked those. | want 
another pair just 
the same. 
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Hang on... 
I can't stop! 


What can we 
do, Doctor? 


Phew - thanks! | 
That seems to 
have done it. 


Ils the shoes! 
Use this on them! 
Setting 1042! 


The shoes started 
walking by themselves! 
They're robotic! But 

why would anybody make 
something like this? 


You will board our 
ship and be taken 
to Rhastis, where 
you will power our 
new treadmill 
generators! 


Its not just 
those shoes, 
Doctor... it’s 
everybody's! 


People of Earth; < 
welcome to your 
new destiny! | 


NNYY) 


The planet / 
Rhastis is rapidly 
running out of energy 
resources. Now that 
you are wearing the 
robot shoes we have 
planted in your "T 
shoe shops... v L 


Ready to activate the 
tractor beam once 
the first two hundred 
humans are in position 
under the ship. 


They're all going 
the same way. 
Let's find out 
where they’re 


sonic screwdriver 
to free these 
people, Doctor? 


Only one at a time, 
I'm afraid - and 
that'll be too slow. 
We need to delay 
things somehow. 


What's your WEE | wanted to block 
brilliant plan, II the signal, but I’ve 
Doctor? | examined these 
shoes and they're 
programmed to 
self-destruct if that 
happens... Could 
you hold that button 
down? 


Wolfgang - take the 
sonic screwdriver 
down and be ready 
to start freeing 
people immediately 
after my brilliant 
plan works. 


So instead, l've re-wired 
this left shoe to emit 
another signal, which 
(ll send out over the 
shopping centre's PA 

system... 


"Which will make all 
the right shoes thi 
they're left shoes...’ 


‘So both shoes think 
they're supposed to be 
the one on the left — 
and everybody ends up 
walking in circles!’ 


‘Course it is! Now, 
let's see if we can 
patch into their 


It's working, 
Doctor! 


lam Prylin of the 
Rhastin... who are 
you? Are you the one 
who has blocked the 
humans’ progress 
to our ship? 


Might be! I’m the 
Doctor, and my friend 
is destroying your 
robot shoes one by 
one as we speak. Well, 
two by two actually. 


Now, | heard your little 
scheme there - give it 
up now and I'll consider 
helping you with your 
energy problems. 


mt P 


| accept your offer. 
We spent all our project 
budget on those 
shoes. If we go back 
empty-handed, our 
investors will Kill us! 


———__ Yes - you 


| 77 ——7 certainly did 
| thought that v some fancy 
went well though, footwork 

there, Doctor! 


That was very 
generous of you, 
Doctor - after all, 
they were going to : 
enslave thousands 3 don't you? 
of people. = 


Yeah, well, sometimes 

you can show people 

a better way, instead 
of punishing them. 


Wolfgang gets the 
shock of his life! 


The temple of 
Angkor Wart. Beautiful. 


Absolutely beautiful. And | 


it’s not even finished. 
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Exactly. And with the 

TARDIS we can nip 

forward a couple of 
decades and take a look 
at the finished article. 


So what are 
we waiting for? 
Let's go! 


Who needs the 
air fare when 
you've got a 

TARDIS? 


l've always wanted 
to visit this place, but 
I could never afford 
the air fare. 


What... ? 
What was that? T 
Someone calling 
my name... Sa 


The voice, coming from 

that urn. It’s hypnotic, 

controlling my actions. 
(can’t resist. 


NO! Leave me 
alone, whatever 
you are. 


Here we are 
then. Next stop 
the nof-foo- 
distant future. 


Ce 


p—-X — PZ 


What a mess! It 

looks like it’s been 

attacked by some 
wild animal. 


Or worse. Much worse. 
This is the seal of an 
Aztlan Bio-casket. 
If Wolfie so much as 

touched this... 


Doctor, where's 

Wolfie? He was 

behind us just a 
second ago. 


That noise. It came 
from the femple. 3 
Whats amAZtian | The Aztlan warriors used 
io- ? 

bo dog inii iih them to preserve their braín 
t 4a engrams when they died, in 
3 the hope of transferring their 
minds into a new host body. 


Wolfgang is young, he's a , lam Lychaos the 
clever - the perfect i Unforgiving, and | 
host for an Aztlan. Until declare this planet 
its hatred and anger ini 
pri ga al under my dominion. 


| know a Bad Wolf 
when | see one, 
only this time it’s 


What fool dares 
confront the might 


a Bad Wolfie. Oi of by chaos! 
you, Rover, leave 
my friend right 
now or l'Il... 


Be gone, 
insignificant 
insect. 


Wolfgang, listen 
fo me. | know 
youre still in there. 
It's me, your 
friend, Heather. 
Remember? 


Fascinating. For an 


á Button it, Fido. Wolfie, 
insect, you have the 
heart of a warrior. 


concentrate. Remember 
d : « 1 the TARDIS, all our 
Your friend is gone. N S S adventures, the fun 
Lychaos inhabits this we've had. You're our 
body now. friend and we love you. 
Come back to us. 


You can do it, ^. *- Heather I... l 
Wolfgang! | know \ can hear you. I’m 
you can. 7 į coming back. 


| feel weak. What is 
happening? My voice... 


ARGHHHHH! 


Doctor, lm so 
sorry. Did | 
hurt you? 


id ii ^[ " Lychaos couldn't 
Miu | Pads handle the power 
j / \ ; wy of i isi n 
ale positive emotions, 
the power of love. 
You're a brave 
boy, Wolfie. 


Me? Tough as old 
boots, | am. But after 
à the trauma of being 
NA ed 3 possessed by an 
| Oh, Wolfie, it’s so ~ B vá x alien warlord, | 
good to see you! \ kx think you need a 
d break, and | know 
just the place. 


There’s no place 
like home when you 
need a good rest. 


Salzburg! And 
that’s my house. 
| can see my mum 
and dad. 


Wome uss ‘ Doctor, | didn’t realise Oh... Of course. 
poo Id IE until now how much l've Quite right. Well, 
you o er missed them. l've been if you're sure, | 
couple of hours: away too long. It’s good suppose Heather 
to be home. Se and | should be 

off. You've been 

great, Wolfie! 

We'll miss you. 


And it was some 
lift. Thanks for 
everything, Doctor. 
Thanks so Goodbye, Heather. 
, much for 4 Don't have too much 
giving my son E fun without me. 
a lift home. 7 


Goodbye, Wolfie. 
You've been 
brilliant. 


visit the City of Light. 


-year-old foreign 
dent from Austria, 


adventure invo 


monster — the ghastly Giurgeax! 


h the Doctor, 
in stolen 


During his time wit! 
Wolfie almost had his bra 
by the Bacothormeon, was 


kidnapped by the Octron and 
enina photograph 


Clever Wolfie savi 
avin 
the Doctor and Heather 
from being eaten by 
the guzzling Giurgeay! 
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I's amazing! " 
The name’s a bit 


cheesy, though. 


"TN d 


There, ! said you'd 
need your sunglasses, — — 
didn't I? Welcome 
to Luminous! 


Luminous? That's just 
what humans call it. 
Suspended in space, it 
ATTJOHN ROSS orbits a dead planet 


in the High fem. 
Colours ALAN CRADDOCK À in the Higlag system. 


Some say the original ` Sounds like 
|) inhabitants of this system | some sort 
built the city using pure P3 of alarm. 
| thought. But they're lon So civilised. People A Q p- 
M dead, so nobody's aske from across the I 
them. Maybe | should. universe come here, 
ee just to falk to them. 
» Wait, what's 
It generates all its own that noise? 
energy. They're a wise 
bunch, the citizens. They 
don't need anything, so 
they dedicate their lives 
_ to knowledge. 


Excuse me... 
Excuse me! What's 
happening? 


Take cover! 
Quickly! They're 
attacking again! 


You're meant to be 
aceful, civilised! 
g: We should 


Stop firin 
talk to 


hem first! 


j assault yet. You must get 


Attacking? Again? Who's 
attacking? Nobody ever 
attacks Luminous. Who === 
would want to? 


…- <M. 

They've been trying t = i 
break in for weeks. This | Break in? But why? 
looks like their biggest 


under cover! 5 


14. What do they want? 
, Y 
1 " 


Them, © 
perhaps! __ 


Where are they all going? 
They're all heading the 
same way. I’m going to 

find out. 
r 


follow them an 
— y 


ES f 


Be careful. 'm 
going to take a look 
at this poor fella. 


No, wait! They're not 
doing anything. They're 
just hanging there in 


the light. Maybe that’s | 


all they want to do? 


How can 
we get rid 
of them? 


/ Look at them. They're 


Not by shoofíng at them. 


| know you're not used 

to dealing with violence. 

You panicked. But this 
isn’t the way. 


back. 
hat are 


not fightin 
Why not? 


they heading for? 
- — 


The centre! 
That must 
be what 


| think you're right, Heather. | \ 
think these creatures feed on | 
solar energy. They can survive 
in the vacuum of space. 


l'd usually expect to find 
creatures like these clustering 
around a sun. Maybe theirs 
has died. So they're looking 
.. for the next brightest thing. 


See - 
|| Back at the TARDIS... 


' This control adjusts out, here 
the lighting levels in they come. 
the TARDIS console 2p y J 
room. Hide your eyes. 
You don't want to be 
looking when | do... 


\ 


What have you 
got there? 


TRES Tad ; Lovely place. \ 
ere! That's the last one | Shame they turned | 


| think. Now, | reckon we should Don't forget 
fake them off to a nice, bright, A | to turn the fights Bertin alii 
quiet sfar somewhere. back down before | ` as i 


Well, I’m glad 
(was here | 
to enlighten | 
them! 


The Doctor and Heather 
meet the Murchalagos! 


Explore? Here? This 

must seem a bit dull No, no, no! 
| | in comparison to Everything needs 
\ everything you've seen. exploring. | mean, 


THE GUARDIAN look at fhis ant. 
OF MURCHER 3j 


rgh, present day. 


‘dinbu 


[i a 


It's good to be home 
in the here and now! 
Right, l'm off to visit my 
friends Rob and Suze. 


You think - 

an anf is 

amazing? 
ay s 


Lovely. I’m going 
to stay here and 
explore! 


s Ah, we can see the 

i - Script CRAIG DONAGHY entire universe, but is 
P TE there anything more 

. Art JOHN ROSS extraordinary than 


| Colours ALAN CRADDOCK an ant? 
Letters PAUL VYSE 


Where are 
we? This isn't 
Edinburgh! This 
isn't even this 
solar system! 


Let's get back to 
the TARDIS! 


Inside the TARDIS... 


So, where on 
earth are we? 


Earth, actually. The 
landscape has changed all 
over the planet. There are 

syrup fountains in the 
Sahara and Australia is 
made out of wool! 


Why would 


Is a ferrainographical anyone do that? 


projection. Someone or GUI 
something is projecting : E Let's go and find 
a 3-D hologram on to ; E / out! l've discovered 
the planet! E ; where the projection 
ET E. is coming from. 


Doctor, look 
at fhaf. 


The Murcher 
Emporíum, so 
3 this must be the 
*4 Murcher Moon. 


| | guess that's the 
terraino-saurus 
thing. 


If this is about the 
projection, we're 
working on it! 


The tower 
broke and 
knocked the 
disguiser off 

target! 


T S 
ECL». A 


They're here 
- look! 


Oisguiser! That 
makes sense, you 
could fofally hide 
a planet under a 


| simple projection! 


Our world is covered 
in Skongolian glitter 
vines, and if the 
Seebees find out they will f 
harvest them! We have no f 
weapons or shields! 


dee 


l've got an idea! 
Point the projector 
in the afmosphere. 


Trust me, 
Heather! 


ET. wow! What | 
is fhat? 


| don't think the 

Seebees will be 
bothering you again! 

Your Skongolian 
glitter vines are safe! 


What d Murcher has VON SO dE Ad Í » i ES Good plan, Doctor! Y 
aia neg a fine guardian $ VEM ko di Pee That was some 
creature! in Him 5 y —— ÀJ ZH quick thinking! 


' Yes, this little 

/ insect makes 
a huge 

impression! 


A trip fo the tallest building 
in the galaxy! 


NIGHT OF THE 
BURNT TOAST 


OK, so where are we 4 And a very exclusive 
this time? Looks like one too. That's the Trifold 


i Priministral of Klump over 
eene Ripe er parti there, and she doesn't just 
transmat to any old do. 


CANAPÉ, SIR? 
MADAT? 


M 
A 
Script CHRISTOPHER COOPER O 
Art JOHN ROSS! SS 
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JD 
B 


OF [e SIR. Sessio 
peeches? Wha 
JHE SPEECHES is it then, a wedding? 
No, space age film 
awards...! 


Nibbles?! Don't mind if 
l do. Oh, and is this the 
order of ceremonies? 
Can | take a copy? 


Well, | never. This is the 
grand opening of the infamous 
Hirnaltaan Tower, the tallest 
building in the Galaxy. Look here! 


Wow, that’s 
amazing! 

It must've cost 
a fortune to 
build. | bet gym 
membership 


isn't cheap. The ChefBots are 


going crazy! What's 
happening, Doctor? 


Wefre taking cover, 
Es ` that’s what. 

Thing is, the Tower never \ 
actually opened, which is why } 

it’s so infamous. | always 

wondered why, and now we 
might find out! Hmm, can you 

smell toast? 


"Stretching far beyond the 
planet^s atmosphere, the Moon 
of Yuve forms the Tower's 
penthouse, creating the galaxy's 
most spectacular leisure palace’. 


Blimey. All that’s left 

of that SecuriBot is 

a super-condensed 
carbon slab. Burnt toast! 


Acrylamide Assassins! 
They're energy 
beings who must have 

and dead themselves Party | 

past security inside the poopers. 

ChefBots’ power cells! There go the 
lights. They must 
have hit a power 
cable by accident. 


Look! A trail 
No, those plasma bolts aren't of toast, and it 


firing randomly. First they've leads this way. 
taken out the SecuriBots, then 
they hit the lights. Maybe they 

don't want to be seen. 


The Acrylamide 
must be after 
someone special - 
they're heading for 
the VIP area. 


| said leave 
no witnesses. 


Toast ‘em! 
No, no, no, no! 


Stop! Wait. 
Er, hello, we're 
checking for gas 
Ooops. E , Y leaks. Are you 
| think we've F1 1 1 1 a leak? You look 
found them. : leaky... 


What's this? 
Some kind of 
double cross? 


We're gatecrashers. 
Just like you - here 
for the free party. But 
- the big question is, 
who are you hunting? 


Not as warm as 
you're going to be. |” 
Boys, fire at will! 


Er, Doctor, 
that’s just 
a cricket ball. 


-— m» 


We know 
that, but 
they don't! 


Targets captured, 
Boss. Both of them. 


Interesting. You thought you 
been double crossed, which 
implies a dodgy deal of some 
kind, probably with one of these 
fellas. Am | getting warm? 


Hold it! This is a 15 
megaton Spin-Bowling 
Leather Bomb, powerful 
enough to shatter that 
Plexiglas window. 


But we'll all be 
sucked into space. 
You're mad! 


Don't think | won't use 

this! Which one of you 

hired the Acrylamide to 
wreck this place? 


| don't know what 
you mean. This 
accusation is 


outrageous! Blubb, do you 


know these... things, 
whatever they are? 


F The Acrylamide didn't fire ` 
at those power cables just 
to switch off the lights. Their | 
plasma bolts were meant to E 
send a shock wave through 
the fabric of the building... 


Maybe you should ask 
Blubb. He's your building 
contractor, right? What was 
it, Blubb the Builder - cut 
a few corners here and 
there, then needed to cover 
up your shoddy work? 


Alright, | admit it. Y 
But you won't be 


already. You're on 
your own, Blubb. 


around long enough | Assassins - engage 
to prove anything. emergency Transmat. 


Acrylamide, finish 
the job | paid you 
for, immediately! 


We're outta here! 


We've been paid \ 


...And that’s why the 
Tower never opened. 
The attack must have 
damaged it so badly, it 
could never be occupied! 4 


Looks like you’re on your own, 
Blubb, and | spy a Judoon cruiser 
heading this way. Hope you enjoyed 

the party nibbles, as it'll be grey 
porridge where you're going. 


That's ridiculous! The Hirnaltaan 
Tower is the finest building | ever 
designed. It’s a work of art - why 
would | want it to go unoccupied? 


| Don't listen to him, ` 


Mister Vawn. He's 
talking nonsense... 


ls he, though? 
This building 
was to be my 
masterpiece. 
How could you 
do this to me? 


Thank you for saving my life, 
Doctor, but my reputation lies 
in tatters. This building was 
my life’s work! Now it shall 
remain empty forever. 


Don't worry about your 
future too much. Here comes 
the Trifold Priministral of 
Klump, and she’s going to ask 
you to design her a new palace. 
Trust me, it'll be brilliant! 


T T q 


ls this a robot 
factory? What 
do we do? 
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You're here! I’m 
Watnul. | keep 
hearing noises! 


: l'm totally alone 


here. I’ve been 
alone here for 
years and years. 


| of noises? 


Distressing 
ones, by the 
look of things. 


mone, 


yan 


We find out 
who sent the 
distress signal 
and help them! 


l'm in the middle 
of nowhere. 
What is making 
the noise? 


Or it could 
just be a little 
mouse making 

a big noise? 


Perhaps you've 
been on your own 
a little foo long? 


Just then... 


This factory has been 
in my family for centuries, 
and there’s talk of ghosts. 
It's so lonely, | hate it! 


Is not a ghost, Watnul. I’m 
picking up a moving, solid 
form on the bottom level of 

the factory. Come on! 


But you 
don't leave? 


D 
| i can't. | make the IN 
most intelligent The noise can’t be coming 


. serving robots in the from here. This factory has 
universe. | stay for : Tisk forcefields - not even 
my family’s honour! a Dycoatean jelly flea 
could get in here! A 


On the bottom level... 


You were a faulty part, but 
you landed in the scrap 
and made yourself out of 

spare bits. Watnul, he’s an 

engineer, like you! 


Impossible. This is where 
faulty parts are sent to 
be burned. These doors 
haven't been opened 
for decades. 


Whatever it 
is, it’s behind 
these doors! 


INFERN 


Wait a minute! You 
couldn't get into this 
place, so you must 
come from here! 
You built yourself? 


He's 
a genius! 


(CREATED MYSELF What do we do now? 
MGATHS AGG AND I'VE | Take the robot to some 
BEEN TRAPPED (M HERE \ kind of robot planet? 
VER SINCE, TC LONELY! " 


Oh no, something mach 
better than that! 


It would be nice 
to have a friend. 
You can help me! 


| think you've both found 

what you're looking for. 
It’s time you both had 
a bit of company! 


WE DON'T 
TO BE ALO 


That's a very 
happy ending. 
And no ghosts! 


Space is a lot 
less scary when 
you have a friend. 


e J s 
E . . Danger for the Doctor and : 


Heather at Sky City. F 


i 


Down there is what Y 
remains of the old 
New Eurozone, 
destroyed in the 
Genetic Soil Wars. 
We're perfectly safe 
| up here, though. 


et 


Welcome to Sky City 
- the showpiece of 
|) civilisation on Earth in ; a n 
the 453rd century. 3 É This is brilliant, 
Doctor! A whole 
: city, dedos 
T in the sky! s 
1 incredible! 


'erfectly 
safe? Ha! 
When are we 
| ever perfectly 


True. We'd better get 
back to the TARDIS 
and start looking for 
somewhere dangerous! 


Only kidding. Lets i. 
explore Sky City first. 

m» = , ; What's keeping it 
Colours ALAN GRADDOG X a / floating in the air? 


A very clever 
] but rather 
— | expensive 
anti-gravity L 
* generator. The 


| people here pay a “Mh, 
.4 high taxes for Hey! 
: y! Watch 
\ the - oof! where you're 
going! 


3 You OK? 


Ooh, that’s 
interesting! 
Quick, give it 
fo me! 


Listen, smart guy, 
she’s coming with us 
and there’s nothin’ 
you can do about it. 


| 


Oh really? Well, 
we'll just see 
about fhaf. And 
if anying bad 
happens to her 
in the meantime, 
you'll have me to 
answer to. 


Don’t play the 1 
innocent, miss. Anyone | 
can see you're AAA. 


Arrest? 
What 
for? 


We've been chasin'a known 
Anti-Antigravity Activist. 
Your friend here is obviously 
an associate, so we're takin’ | 
her in for questioning! 


Well that would 
make her AAAA! 
And that’s just 
ridiculous! 


| think that’s 
him over there. 
RES 


l'd say this was 
some kind of advanced 
gravity converfer; 

wouldn't you? 


l'm the Doctor, 

and I’m afraid 

What? is bad news. 
Who are you? 


What | want to know 
is why you gave a 
gravity converter to 
my friend Heather this 
morning and let her 
take the rap for you. 


My - my name's Laydon. 
| had to ditch the thing — 
they'd have caught 
me otherwise. 


So they got Heather It will improve Sky City's The rulers of 


instead. Not a good swap antigravity engines by Sky City won't like 
as far as l'm concerned. a power of 70. Imagine it. So it’s up us 
What's so specíal about the energy savings! We Anti-Antigravity poma pud 10e Cape 
your gravity converter could power more cities Activists to keep Talking of which, someone's 
then, Laydon? like this - only cheaply. pestering them. i ooking forus = lats go! 


We can't let ^ 
| them catch us! 


They won't catch me 
- I'm very good at 
escaping... 


Or is it? 
Wah-hooooo! 


What's he doing? ls he 
insane? That’s a 10 
thousand metre drop! 


Some time 
later... 


It seems we got it all 
wrong, Doctor. We 
thought the AAA wanted 
to sabotage Sky City! 
We owe you and Miss 


Doctor! 
But, what? 
How? 


À McCrimmon many thanks. / 


Easy! When you've 
got a personal 
gravity converter! 
Now l've got a pretty 
good idea how to get 
you out of there! 


7 Wheeeee! 
| m flying! 


Is Laydon's 
invention that will 
make a big difference 
to everyone who 
| lives here. You owe | 


It's highway robbery for 


A the Doctor and Heather! 
b — ^ C T — m. 


HIGHWAY ROBBERY - 
| ie 


Doctor, look! See 

if you can hitch 
Story STEVE LYONS a lift into the 
Art JOHN ROSS nearest town! 
Colours ALAN CRADDOCK 


Keep going, driver. 
Those two didn't look like 
highwaymen, but one simply 
cannot be too careful! 


EN L-Lady Harrington- 
3 Fletcher... 


Stand and deliver, my Y 
lady. Your ammonium 
carbonate or your life! 


Wait for me! | may not 
understand all that has 
happened, but if there is 
adventure to be had... 


The Doctor scans for 
alien technology. 


The frail ends here. 

But I’m picking up a 

trace of something 
close by. 


A reward of five pounds to 
whoever captures that thief! 
He took my smelling salts! 


Smelling salts? But, Doctor, 
look at all that jewellery. Why 
would a robber leave all that, 


and just take some salts? 


You know, Lady H, 
l'm really starting 
to like you! 


You shouldn't have 
followed me. Now that 
you have found my 
secret laír, | cannot 
allow you to leave. 


We aren't afraid of you, 
you scoundrel. You're 
outnumbered now! — / 3 


The Doctor soon 
= discovers the truth. 


Just as | thought! Our 
highwayman is a robof. 
The sonic screwdriver is 
scrambling his circuits 

and making him dizzy! 


There! I’ve 
reprogrammed 
the highwayman to 
do what we say. 


A Cyrronak space pod. Brilliant! 
That’s why our metal friend here 
wanted your salts, Lady H. Fuel for 
its chemical engines. 


Doctor, | only understand 
about half the words 
you say to me. Still, it all 
sounds rather unearthly. 


It's a view-screen, Doctor. 
| think we might be in trouble 
- there's a mob outside! 


F OK, Mr Highwayman, 


Inside the ship, the 
robot explains. 


You seem to 

have all the 
carbon you 
need now. 


The local constables 
are here. They must 
have tracked the 
highwayman, foo. 


Take us to whoever 
created you! 


My pilot was hurt when 
we crashed here. | must 
fly him back to Cyrronak, 
where he can be revived. 


Riiliight. Neat, by the way, 
disguising yourself as a 
highwayman. 


Doctor, this... 
This magical 
picture window... 


Those primitive 
weapons. They 
could puncture 
the space pod! 


Hmmm. Lady H, 
| think I’m going to 
need your help. 


7 Don’ t! am Lad ; 
Outside, the Doctor and his Pee Meanwhile, 
friends create a diversion. Youl ave heard of the pod 
my fathar, L assume? That's right, escapes... 
T Lady H, you 


just keep them 
distracted. 


Ü 
ut 


It... ts flying 
away. But why do 
| feel so fíred? 


The magical 
contraption is 
covered in a fog/ 


Ah. Yes. l'm afraid 
the space pod's 
chemical engines 

give off a powerful 

And those figures. sleeping gas. 
Nightmarish 
figures... Emerging 
from the haze... 


Good thing you found these 
nose filters in the pod, " 5 
Doctor - or the three of us He, aes And:they will hor 
would be snoozing, too. Mu hear FROM me, 
1913100: í aren't ready to learn Doctor. | feel sure that 
They'll all wake up in that the universe is a no one would believe 
about 10 minutes, with | far bigger place than such a fantastic 
no memory of what they , they thought it was. tale, anyway... 
saw here today. | ` i 


= Doomsilk! 


E 


Pv 


What a beautiful 
planet, Doctor! It 
looks like a giant 
pearl floating 
in space! What's 
it called? 


P. REN 


A 


the TARDIS approaches an unknown 
world in the middle of a distant galaxy! 


Minutes 
later, on 
| the planet's 
surface... 


Isn't this great? 
A whole new 
world. | love new! 


T And the planet must be really 
small, because we can see 
the horizon curving. 

BES bite ERES 


ans 


| Creatures rise up and chas 


e time travellers! 
d ^ 


No idea, Heather: 
Let's take a 
closer look! 


Story TREVOR BAXENDALE 
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— 


Doctor, what 


y But what kind of | 
silk. It’s almost 
like spiders’ 
web... Uh oh! 4 


are they, 
besides 


Haven't a clue! But 
they look strangely 
familiar... And they 
seem to be part of 

the planet itself! 


These puddles 
are very strange 
- some sort 
of luminous 
slime... 


Are ‘these 
stalactites? 


Or maybe they're 
sacrificial victims, 
offered up in worship 

to their Spider God... 


Hmm. Looks more 
like the remains of 
other visitors - but 
cocooned in web silk. 
Perhaps the spider 
was saving them 
for dinner. 


But how could 
the spider’s web 
take on a life of 

its own? It doesn't 
make sense! 


Unless this slime has 
something to do with 
it. It has very unusual 
properties. Ws no wonder 
those cobweb creatures 
are acting so sfrangely. 


These puddles 
are very strange 
- some sort 
of luminous 
slime... 


Are ‘these 
stalactites? 


Or maybe they're 
sacrificial victims, 
offered up in worship 

to their Spider God... 


Hmm. Looks more 
like the remains of 
other visitors - but 
cocooned in web silk. 
Perhaps the spider 
was saving them 
for dinner. 


But how could 
the spider’s web 
take on a life of 

its own? It doesn't 
make sense! 


Unless this slime has 
something to do with 
it. It has very unusual 
properties. Ws no wonder 
those cobweb creatures 
are acting so sfrangely. 


Nossal m" 
Only one thing for it. 
l'il have to test a theory 


Hang in 
there, 
Heather! 


Is the slime that the creatures 
worship! | think it killed the spider 
but gave life to its web silk - and 

now the creatures have spread 
across the whole of this planet. 


They won't 
| touch anything 
connected to the 
slime - so start 
spreading it | get that covering 
Y all over yourself ourselves with that 
V likel did. stuff stops them 
: attacking, Doctor. But 
| still don't understand 
why they /ook a bit like 
you and me! 


Oh, that was 
horrible! But 


how come > : 
you're all slimy? y — They have no natural 


form, Heather. They 

just copy whatever 
creatures land on 

their world - like us! 


We'll leave them 
be - and hopefully 
no one else will land 

here by mistake! 


|, The TARDIS is stolen! 
OO QU 


- Story EDDIE ROBSON 
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S It still amazes me 

M that this little blue — 

| box can travel in i j | positive we 
time! How far into ; | i left it here. 
the future are we? E 


Well, almost 
my x positive. 
... And there's a j 
fantastic rmuseum Well, actuall, 
on fhe other side rm getting lese 


of town. Let's take itii 
positive by the 
\ a walk! second. 


This, Heather, 
is the 208fh 


century... Hey, Briak? Bring 


the lift truck. 
Someone's left 
something valuable 
unattended. 


If you're looking 
for your blue box, 


Name's Ronnu 


Thanjess. Dodgy 
| saw the fella who 
took it. Made a bloke, sells used 


spaceships. His 
ard's just a couple 


right old rackef, 
he did. of streets away. 


" There's 
This must be V someone over 
there - looks 


Ow! | got beaten up by a 


customer. He said we'd sold him | 


a ship that didn’t work. Took 
my brother Ronnu with him. 


A blue box, by 
any chance? 
That was ours. 


Oh, right. Well, it 
looked empty and 
worth a lot so we 
sold it to Ludo 
Farltratí - he’s a 
local crook. 


Anyway, we warned 
Farltrati we weren't 


sure how it actually 
worked, but he said 
he'd figure it out. He's 
not someone you 
argue with. 


Well, he’s back - and 
he’s angry! There'll 
be trouble if he can't 
get that ship working. 


He won't. We'd 
better track 
him down. Hmm... Do you 
have any spare 
overalls? 


the place. 


Really? How did you 
get in? Heather, did 
we close the door? We 
REALLY need to start 
closing that door! 


Typical bloke - 
never thinks he 
needs to read 
the instructions! 


You must be able 
to work it. You said 
you've seen every 
type of spaceship 
there is. 


Who's fhat? 
Did you get a 
message out to 
the cops? 


No! It might be 
my brofher, 
Briak - maybe 
he's had an idea 
about how to get 
it working? 


3 This is a new 
one on me - 
there's nothing 
in my universal 
manual... 


Hello! Having 
some frouble? 


D- 


All right... 


l'm Heather and But no funny. 
this is the Doctor. business, ok? 
We're mechanics. 
We can fix this for 

you in no time. 


Ah, yes, | see the 
trouble. Your astro- 
oojamaflip's totally 
out of phase. Always 
a problem on these 

older models. 


Should do... Yes! There! 
Just a short hop across j 
the warehouse, to make sure. After you, 
J gentlemen. 


Excellent. The 
things | will to do 
with this machine! 


SS = Nou 
And this one 
Police! Arrest | stole our ship and " I 
this man - he's B i | - sold it to him! 
a dangerous areca f 
criminal! A 


im 


tricked the crook! 


> » Right then - 
lm just glad to get TA SEAE off we go! Next 
out of this alive. stop Hyde Park, 
| thought Farltrati The TARDIS | think! 
was going to kill me only works : 
if | couldn't operate for me. 
your ship. 


Hyde Park? 
Great! | love 
London! 


3 NEX T WEER! . 
trip to future London! - 


z 
Set os 
7 Apart from | 
|4 that massive 
explosion! 


Sounds 
like it came from 
the Royal Albert 
Hall. d recognise 
those acoustics 
anywhere. 


Pyr 
OR- 


vw 


OBTAINABLE IMMEDIATELY 


OFFICER & CARS 
RESPOND TO ALL CALLS 


They've paved 


it over! — 


| Run for your - 
lives. They're 
coming! 


It looks like 
M awar zone. 
2 What's going on? 


| think we're 

about to find 
ouf, and that fella 

probably has 

a point. Run! 


You Know what 
| like most about 
Hyde Park? A 
bracing dip inthe § 
Serpentine. Brilliant! $ 
Bring your togs. A 


Doesn't look like 
a park to me, Doctor 
- unless you mean 
a car park. 


Story CHRISTOPHER COOPER 
Art JOHN ROSS 
Colours ALAN CRADDOCK 


s 49 sm 
And it's abit 2 
quiet for central = 
London, don't 
you think? 


RS 


MONOXISE 
THE HUMANS. 
MONOXISE! 


p^ md 


~_ y 2 
1A 7:1L. dE EVI ee Ee LR LL 
he Without warning, T ne 


round | 
EU, g E 
The D 


What 
are those Haven't 
things, got a clue - 
Doctor? keep running! 


DOCTOR! 


Keep quiet. 
[3 Sounds like 
they're moving 
away. 


Nothing broken. 
| Have to get back up 
and find Heather... 
A Eh? Who are you? 


I’m surrounded by 
angry litfle mobile 
greenhouses. If only 
| had some compost 
and a frowel. 


My friend is 
up there, and 
she's in danger. 


You mustn't 
go up there. If you're 
seen, they might find 
the rest of us. We'll be 
monoxised for sure! 


| called mine 
Arthur. He was lovely 
company, until one day 
he went mad. They all 
did. Started rounding up | 
people, faking them fo | 


prison camps. £. 


Then that’s 
where I’m going. 
Anyone want to 
help me stop this 
garden rebellion? 


a 
Just try and 
stop me! 


What are 
those things? 
Half robot, half 
garden centre. 
Are they aliens? 


sable c UA nia pt 
reach Kew Carc 


The experimental 
greenhouse. That's the 
command centre, but there's only 
one way ín, past those guards F 
and through the front doors. «fe 


eer cpm 


Alright, 
lads? Where's 
j the Head 
7. Gardener? 


"E 


No, they're 
Gardenizens. 
Eco-drones 
designed to 
offset the 
carbon footprint 
of everyone 
in Britain. 


The nearest 
camp is in Kew 
Gardens, along with 
their main command 
centre. That’s where 
they'll have faken 
your friend. 


Suits me. I like 
to make an entrance. 
lIl keep them occupied 
while you release fhe 
prísoners. Wait for me 
back here. 


Oh, that is 
beautiful. All these 
Eco-drones linked 
together, creating one && 
huge super-brain. |} 


You've already 
done enough to make 
your point. You can 
J. communicate with them Yes... 
now, change things. Call The planet 
off the drones. must be saved. 
Can plant-kind 
trust humans 
to work with us, 


Let’s 

just say l'm an 
interested party. 
Interested in life on 
this planet, in all 
its forms, flora 
and fauna. How 

about you? 


IDENTIFY 4 > 
YOURSELF YOUR j 
BIOLOGY IS NOT i Ur one x 
de ctv this planet unable 


ARE YOU? ! to sustain life. 
. | represent plant-kind. 
, We will no longer 


r3 ^. sustain human life. , 
TAA 9 


(. not against us? E 


| don't understand. 
The Gardenizens, they've shut 
down. All of them. They're = 
just ordinary plants now. ^ ta! There's only 
one person | know who 
y can talk his way out 


of a planetary invasion. 


SRST NENT WEEK! 


Do you really 
think this time the 
human race will 
change its ways? 


If nothing else, 
itil make a trip to the 
garden centre more 
interesting. | always said 
talking to plants keeps 
them happy. 


ART 3 
- \ 


E Pry Space goats! — 
J v BON V— gu — F 


Hello! Any Sure, if there are 


n a n à * | chance of buying IB any left. Dozens have 

y v B = a tree today? vanished - there was 

i i : à lodi one right here just 

THE'GOATS OF i a 
CHRISTMAS PAST 


»: = 
Can Christmas 

\ trees travel in time, 

Doctor? | don't want 
the needles to fall 
off before we get 

fo my granny's. 4 


4 


SE 


tA 
Don't worry, 
Heather. Nothing's as 
| good as Norwegian 
wood, it'll be fine! 


> 


Norway, 


Story EDDIE ROBSO Decet PET 


Art JOHN ROSS 


Hmmm. No roofs, 
not much sign of 

disturbance. _ 
Tee S 


them up or chopping 
them down. They're 
just... Disappearing! 


‘IN 2 , Es No one's pulling 
Z5 - n 


How can someone 

sfeal these hulking 

great trees without 
being seen or heard? 


| can hear 
something 
moving, Doctor! 


r . Look! One's ee. : P 
1 shrinking down, 
| right over there! e LEN 


They consume a massive 
amount of food in one go by 
shrinking it down, then they store 
the energy. They're like living 
^ batteries, | suppose. 
E : 
They're often 
S= used as electricity 
wg generators. | wonder 
| how it got here? 


that? Some 
kind of goat? 


j Aaah... A 
Capranom! “ve heard 
of them, but never seen 

M one. It is a similar species | 

A tothe goat, actually. — / 


Naah! They 
only do that with | 
food. Hey there, 
little fella! Don't 

be afraid... 


It’s not 
going to shrink us 
with its shrink-ray 
horns, is it? 


They seem very 
focused on their food. It 
— made sure it grabbed its 
meal before it ran... 


Look, there BARATA g So come on 
> 


are more. They'll then - have you 


im us t ? 
No no no M api dias AN | think so, Heather. gara pian 4 be ee 


; r But we'll have to grab 
come back! We if we dont do i q 
I ' nal something from the 
„won't hurt you! gone: TARDIS... 


V 


Just as poe — They don't get 
| hoped! They're ^ v om why it’s not working on this | 
trying to help each particular tree, do they? They | 
other. They won't can't understand why a tree 
be happy until they've would be made of plastic. 
got that tree. 
They're stubborn 
little blighters. 


l'm not sure how 1 
long they'll stick at it, so let's “A 
round them up while they're E 
still distracted. Á 


f Why do you have 
a giant plastic 
tree in the TARDIS 


Er... 
Doctor! 


31 


We don't like 
rustlers where 
Hold it | come from. 
right there. ve 
come halfway across 
the galaxy in a tiny, 
smelly ship with that 
lot. I’m not letting 
you steal them! 


Calm down, 
big fella - we're 
not stealing them. 
We just wanted to 

stop them eating all 
the trees. It'll ruin 
Christmas! 


Hey! Can you wait a 
couple of weeks? Once Christmas 
is over, your herd can have all the 

old trees they want! 

v TUM "m 


[INQUIS NE 


Thanks for 
your help - you | 
— . can have any free | 
So the Capranom | you like! i 
will stop eating your hs — ^ 
trees for now, then, after 
Christmas, they'll scoff 
all the dead ones. 


Next stop 
- Granny 
McCriímmon's 
house! 


Christmas crisis! 


—-—-———3* 


It's lovely to see 
you, Heather, and 
thanks for the tree - 
it’s a real beauty! 
But where’s your 
friend gone? 


Story EDDIE ROBSON 
Art JOHN ROSS 
Colours ALAN CRADDOCK: 


Suddenly, the 
whole village 
disappears! 


But in the vil illage, nobody 


realises they've been snatched. 


The Doctor has dropped Heather off 
for Christmas at her Gran's house in 
the tiny village of Stillmuir. 


Oh, he’s just 
wandered off 
somewhere. He 
likes to explore! 


Ooh, is that a 
little shop? 


2 What are 
those guys over 
there doing? 


l've never seen FA STONE, 
.. L don't think Y 


when you need him? 
B ! guess I'll have to sort | 
this one myself. 


them before. Are they EN Hmm... | 
from the council? | à E so. Where's the Doctor 


The village has 
been successfully 
transported and 
shrunk. Now we just 
y need to engage the 
weather agitator and El 
we can leave. t 


This has to be 
something to 
do with them - : 
and that machine. Pl 
What is it? g 


The shaking’s 
stopped... But now 
is snowing! 


Hurry, hurry! 

We've been seen! 
| Activate the agitator 
| now - and open a portal 
» so we can escape! 


tN 


d Fa S S 
(7 | Steven, Alex, : Pes 
come on. Those two f Iit 


- - \ are getting away! L 
a A mm 


j 


~ - 
No, Selby - 
wait! Please, you 
can't leave me to 
the mercy of these | 
primitives! 


It’s like an 


invisible wall, right 


disappeared. 
What's going on? 


l'm sorry, 
| Kernow... 


Maybe he can 
answer that. 


Meanwhile, the It's the whole 
Doctor investigates. village, shrunk 


down and trapped 
in a giant globe! 


The energy y 
fraces definitely / | 
indicate that the 
village was taken 


across space - 
to here. But why? 


What's that 
racket? Some 
kind of alarm? £ 


; Specimens! 
The aliens : Step away frai 
communicate à ATTEMPT TO 

with the village. ESCAPE! 


We have to 
get him out of 
there. Release 

the gas! 


GAS? 
No, wait! 


I tried to 
save him, but the 
| specimens were 
bearing down on 
me. Kernow's still 
N inside! 


Calm down! 
They won't 
understand what's 
happening - inside 
the dome, everything E ANE 
will look normal. 
lll talk to them. 


What? Who's 
that? What's 
going on? 


To 


E" 


The gas should 
have taken effect by 
| now. What's wrong? 


Sorry, | might 
have had a little finker 
and sabotaged 
your system. 


Doctor? 
Is that you? 


Yep! Don't 
panic. | just need 
to ask these two 
why they've stolen 
a whole village, 

shrunk it down and 
shifted it across 
the galaxy. So? 


The village is back where it 
belongs. Now - has your Gran 
got room for a few more? 


LLLHTITI 


"jn 
= $ ; 


Of course! But | think 
| might need your help to 
explaín all this to her! 


The village was 
larger than we expected. 
We brought it here so 
that we could study this 
odd primitive festival — 
Christmas. 


What? You 
don't know what 
Christmas is? 


One of our 
people visited 
Earth and 
heard of the 
legend. But 
we can't make 
sense of it. 


Well you won't understand it 
by sealing it in a laboratory. 
Put the village back and | think we 
can arrange something better. 


a ERENT Sk. ADS COSE no 
j Luckily, Granny McCrimmon 
is a bit short-sighted! 


j Heather, 
we'd better get 
your pals inside 
- they're blue 
A with the cold! 


* Ha ha! Come 
on, Gran - let's 
show this lota | 
| proper Scottish | 
Christmas! 


‘Rock monsters! 


l'm so excited! 
| missed them the 
first time around - 
| was only eight, had 
to watch it on TV. 


Good job you've 
got a friend with 
a time machine and 


band with a sound that's 
out of this world - 
The Mondegreens! 


LSU 
Jay (^N 


Looks like we 
made it in time to catch 
the support acf, too. 
Is The Mondegreens, 
whoever they are. 


Can't say I’ve 
heard of them. 


| don't think it's 
just their sound 
that’s out of this 
world. Let’s take 
a closer look. 


Hello, Cardiff. 
Prepare to be 
ROCKED! 


Still, everyone 
seems to be enjoying 
the song, eh, Heather? 
Heather? 


They're all in a trance. 
Must be some kind of 
hypnotic wave in the music. 


Heather, whatever / N Doctor, look 
you do, don't let go of : À at some of the 
the sonic. l've set it to people. They're 
cancel out the effects Ei like statues. 

of the hypno-wave. 


Thought so. Aliens. Wearing 
gravity compensators. Probably 
come from a world with a much 
denser atmosphere. Now that’s 
what | call heavy metal. 


They are! 
. Their DNA has been 
altered by a phonic 
boom - they're 
turning to stone! 


But this concert is on 
TV all around the world. 
Millions of people... 


We have to sfop 
that band playing, 
or the entire 
human race will 
turn to stone. 


Stix, drum solo 

while we sfomp 

this skinny guy. 
Open fire! 


Oi! Rock lobster. 


Drop the guitar and put [| keep on rockin’ 
until the natives 


of this planet are 
fully cooked. 
Then, we feast. 


your claws in the air. 


How are we 
going to get out 
of this one? 


We need to 
get to the mixing 
desk and pull the 

plug - fast! 


"me bes ( 
Stage dive! ; Crowd surfing. TS 
SIG The only way to fly. Should reach 
Woo-hooooooo! the control tower 


E in no time. 


Maybe they're 
playing it backwards | 
- a secret message 
in the song. Bands do 

it all the time! 


| have to reverse the 
phonic boom, but | can't 


in down the signal... 
ciis 9 MW». 


FH 
H VAS 


rT | 
A 


Brilliant. All | need 
to do is isolate that in the mix, 
max the levels to 11, and play 
the phonic boom forwards at 
full blast. Les ROCK! 


Its working, Our 
Doctor. The f crabby friends 


people are were right at the 
moving again! epicentre of the 
phonic boom. Now 

fhey've turned 

to stone. That'll 

hold them until 

the Shadow 

Proclamation 

arrive. 


These 
earplugs are 
pretty good, too. 


NEXT, WEEK! $ 


.. A race fo the death! wd 


D UCEO A TUS 


Two ships dart through ruined cities 
on the abandoned planet of Jelsen - 
locked in a race for their lives! 


[ 


Have you 
flown one of these 
before, Doctor? 


exploring the planet when they were 
captured and forced to race. 


Never! But 


The Doctor and Heather's 

opponents are Jossí and 

Karfer, two young friends 

who wandered foo close 
to the planet. 


The Lords of Jelsen 
are pleased with how 
their race is going. 


Let’s make 
this interesting. 
Summon the 


l'm sure l'Il get the 
hang of it. Still not sure 
about this ‘Race or 
die’ business, though! 


Bank round on 
this corner. Try 
and cut them 
off, make them 
slow down. 


Er, Doctor... 
What are those? 


Well, that was 
the only choice those 
| glowy-eyed weirdos 
offered us! 


Somebody's 
got to lose this 
race - and it’s not 
going to be us/ 


N-Fish! 
They're blocking 
our way. Hold 
tight, Heather. 


Why? What 
are you going 
to do? 


See, Heather? 
The tail looks solid, 
but really it’s about 
as tough as hair. Look! Is that what 
will happen to us if we 
lose? TFapped here 
like ghosts, making the 
exact same circuit over 
and over again. 


Those Lords are 

a cruel bunch. No 
wonder this planet’s 
| been abandoned. 


They are 
about to arrive at 
the Fork of Fate 
- this could decide 

the winner. 


This is most 
entertaining. 


Doctor, all 
the paths have got 
ghost ships going 
down them, except 
that one. 


Most of the 
losers will have chosen 
the wrong path here. 


So that’s probably the 
right route. 


The finish line - and 
we're in the lead! But 
that means the others be 
trapped here! 


Don't worry, 
Heather - I’ve 
got an idea. 


A dead heat? 
But one of them must 
have finished before 
the other, even if only 

by a millionth of a 
second. 


a ~ 
Looks like 
they've worked it 
out. Follow them! 


What? Are 
they... slowing 
down? 


Yeah, they are. 
Definitely. But why? 


No. We can't 
separate them. 
C4 What do we do? 


P he, 


Of course! Now, 
activate your ejector 


seat, while the Lords 
are confused. 


That was 
amazing! Did you do 
that on purpose? 


... But now 
that its gone, the 
ships will all be 
oble to escape! 


What's that 
tower? 


n Y It was all 
Wow! ; a matter of 
That was pretty L^ j timing... 
smart driving! | — 
Need a lift? 


Is the capture 
system. When you lose, 
it traps you as one of 
those ‘ghosts’... 


Yes please! 
Let’s get out of 
here before the ; 
Lords get their 
act together. 


NEXT. WEEK! 


- An underwater menace 


A seed pod travels across space at the speed of = x 
light. At last it has found a planet with 70 per cent E 
of its surface covered by water. Planet Earth. 


And the creature 
within stirs. 


> 


ur "aur -€ 
Aboard the research Y 
ship Deep Ocean 7 ) 


This is the f 
Captain. Time to 
head home. Reel f 
in those nets and E 

get the stock f 
into the tanks. £ 


Caught in the 
trawler's nets, the 4 
pod creature is 
ready to feed! - 


j M r- 
JL fm 
À. } 
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Months later... 


Only in Las Vegas 
would someone think of 
building an underground 
aquarium the size of 
Luxembourg. 


It's no ordinary 
aquarium - Deep Ocean 
is a fully functioning 
experimental biosphere. 


When humanity This audio-guide 
finally colonises isn't very accurate, 
the stars, they'll though. This tank 
want to take some should be feemíng 
biodiversity with with sea life... 
them. You wouldn't 
want to upset the 
dolphins by leaving 
them behind, 
would you? 


Oh, hang on. 

... But there's | can see something. 

nothing in there. Not Moving this way. Ooh, 
now that is big! 


even plankton! 


Yeah, funny that. 
Poor plankton. 
Bit thick but ever 


so friendly. j 
; really iy F, 


That is really, 
big. | mean properly 


enormous. Um... 


I The Thalatth seed 
. . No wonder there aren't any pods drift through space 
fish in that tank. That's a Thalatfh, 4 r until they find a well-stocked ~ 
one of the most fearsome underwater < planet. Then they feast. 


predators in the universe. 


What's it 
doing here? 


A single Thalatth can 
eat its way Mille an 
m. 


entíre ecosysi 
RO Y 


The desert. Of 
course! We need 
to lure the Thalatth 
out of this place 
and into direct 
sunlight. Ws our 
only chance. 


We'll need 
a pretty big 
fishing rod! 


Well, it’s lucky for 
Earth that thing ended up 
in a fish tank in the middle 

of the Nevada desert. 


neon? aaa De EE eS 


If in doubt, 
improvise. You drive 
and l'Il hang out in the 

basket. Have you still got 
that audio-guide? 
We're going to need it. £ 


What, you think 
the Thalatth might 
be distracted by 

a fascinating natural 
history voice-over? 


Brilliant. 
Is following us. 
Wefre almost at 
the exif. 


Actually, it's 
catching us. Put 
your faoot down! | 


The final form of 
the Thalatth, a Solarix 
Prizmatterfly, 

a creature literally 
made of stardust. 


Nah, but he might be 
interested in the sound of fresh 
food. Just connect this loudspeaker 


and voila... Cue the whale song! 
, 


Ha! The desert heat 
and the Sun's ultra violet 
rays are accelerating the 

Thalatth's life cycle. Its 
body is generating 
a chrysalis. 


> Lim 

' Like a caferpillai 
turning into a 

butterfly! Does that 


OMS 


It's beautiful! 
And we've saved 
all the fish. Not 

a bad day's work! 


NEXT WEEK! 


The Unwelcome Visitors! 


Look at that, 
Heather! Whoever 
lives here has invented 
the tractor. 


| can see 
buildings, too - a 
farmhouse and 
some barns. 


Nobody's home. 

| hope whoever 

built all of this is 
friendly. 


Meanwhile... 


A primitive, 
oil-burning engine. 
That's brilliant! But the 
controls are designed 
for a driver with three 
hands. That could 
mean... 


Doctor! He took 
one look at me, 

then screamed 
and ran away. 


We should 
leave, Heather. 
| This planet might 
never have had 


| contact with aliens. | 


They'll be terrified. 


There’s no need 
for all this fuss. | know 
we look very different 
from you, but that 
4 | doesn't mean to say- 
N 


Don't listen to 
There they are, the them, Greebek. They 


hideous creatures are probably trying to 


A i 3 trol your mind. Let 
that frightened little ~ > control yt 
Graxal Seize them! = the Defence Force 


deal with them! 


" If they've never 
„Looks like seen a human or a Time 
it’s too late. Lord before, we must look 
like the monsters! 


Exactly. And 
‘ve never met 
a Defence Force 
| liked. We could 
be in frouble. 


Listen, Grodax, is 
it? We weren't trying to 
: - r fade your world, we're 
» T SORA ; , only sightseeing. 


That's Private 
Grodax to you. 
Now, into the fruck. 
| don't want to have 
to shoot you. 


We'll take these 
" " monsters to Surgeon 
á 5 M Grondal. Once he's 
They make my af dissected them, we'll 
scales crawl, they I | know exactly what 
really do. Their we're facing. 5 
skin, it’s all soft = ... You're 
| and squishy... And going to cuf us 
i it’s pink. open? Private Grodax, 
why don’t you say 
something? You must 
know this is wrong! 


And all those eyes/ Why 
do they need so many eyes? I'll 
have nightmares about this for 
a month, | swear | will! 


Lay them on the 
operating tables. This 
sleeping mist will 


knock them out, then | 


we can begin. 


Oh dear - 
looks like he's had 
a taste of his own 

medicine. 


\ 


How about this, 
Heather? An old 


Harry Houdini. Or 
did | show it to him? 
| can't remember... 


Doctor, can't 
you do 
something? 


Grodax, help 
me! The monster 
is attacking! 


| | meant what | said before. | All the same, 
| | don't want to hurt anyone, ||. Private Grodax, | 
but | can't just let two | think you know the 
monsters escape. | right thing to do... | 


Look, we could It does seem 
have taken that ~ unfair to treat 
soldier’s gun and you this way, 
used it, but that’s not just because 
how we do things. . À 


We're out 
of the base, 
no one can 
see you now. 


| hope | 
don't live to 
regret this. 


You should 
never regret 
thinking for 
yourself. 


Just tell them we 
came in peace, and 
that we would never 

hurt anyone. 


So, this is 
what a spaceship 
looks like. It isn’t 
what | expected. £ 


You should never 
take anything at face 
value, Grodax. It’s a big, 
old, wonderful universe out 
there, and, yeah, it can 
be a bit scary... 


"... But as long as there are people 
like you around, it’s in good hands.” 


NEXT WEEK! -* 
E Junk food! | £L e 


Im ww 


Using our 
revolutionary waste 
conversion technology, 
TRASH INC will bring an 
end to world hunger. 


Story CHRISTC 


... And here is the 
the Convert-o-Matic 
itself. As you can see, 
production of our Generic 
Food Substitute has 
already commenced. 


Finally, they've | 
all gone home! 


Right, let’s 
take a look at this 
‘Generic Food 
Substitute’. Doesn't 
sound too tasty! 


It gives me great 
pleasure to declare the 
Convert-o-Matic open 
for business. Free food 

for all mankind. 


An end to 
the world’s 
food shortages? 
Surely that’s 
amazing? 


There’s no such 
thing as a free lunch, 
Heather. Something just 
doesn't add up. Come 
on, the tour is starting. 


It’s all fully automated. 
The lorries dump household 
rubbish in one end, and 

out pop those food ; 
«canisters at the other. 


Question is, what i 
à exactly goes on inside / 
that machine? We'll only find Q: 
out once the factory closes 
down for the night. 


The canisters are 
deadlock sealed. Maybe 
we'll have more luck with 
the Convert-o-Matic itself. 


Let’s find out what 
happens to all that 
rubbish. Pongs a bit... 


Er, Doctor, 
we've got 
company. Eeek! 


Meanwhile, on a distant planet 
- : 


Well, at least now | know 
where the rubbish really 
goes - and it’s not on to 
anyone’s dinner plate. 


Uh oh. Looks 


like | won't be alone & 


on planet landfill 
for long. 


Heather! Hang on, 
ril get you out of there. 
Once I’ve got the better of 
Tentacle Torn, that is. 


Which might 
be easier said 
than done. 


A little twist and... 
Tentacles make a great cat's 
cradle. Ha! That sorted 
him. Only now the machine is 
churning out canisters like 
there’s no tomorrow. 


And they're 
opening! 


Gotcha! Like to 
see you get out of fhaf 
in a hurry. Now, l've got 
a few questions for 
\ you, my spindly friend. 


Should be 
safe for a bit, 


Hundreds of : 
these tentacle things, now l've sealed 
and nowhere left to à the hatch from 
run. | need to get the inside. Time 
inside the machine. X fo find out what 
this machine is 

really up to. 


You do know this 
is a fully functioning Ssss. You are a 
Dalek blaster, dont A fearsome warrior, biped, 
despite your lack of limbs. I 
will comply with your demand. 
We are invading your planet, 
hidden inside our fake 
‘food canisters’. 


Of course, it’s ; ES | just hope he's 
a Supermassive : / T never seen an 
Matter Transporter - i M egg whisk before! 
an industrial feleport, à 
big enough to beam an 
entire invasion force 
through. Clever. 


All that 
rubbish must have 
been transported 
to another planet, 
and Heather, too. 
So | can’t shut the 
machine down until 
| get her back. 


Once the canisters Really? | think we might 
have been exported to arrange a product recall 
every continent, the Benjix before that happens. See you 
shall launch their attack. later. Oh, and enjoy the scenery. EB 
Engaging teleport. d 


Hello, you took your 
time. | worked out the 
whole invasion thing, and 
now you're back, | can 
do something about it. 


Doctor, I'm so glad to see 
you. Those things are called the 
Benjix. This whole food-for-all 


thing is just a cover story for $ 
a full-on alien invasion. $ 


Yep. And with 

a little jiggery pokery, 

I can reverse the polarity 
of the transmat beam and 
send the rubbish - and the 

That's all the Benjix - straight back to 
garbage from landfill planet bin bag. 
world, and it’s completely 
swamped the Benjix. 


First up, 
let’s put out 
the rubbish. 


That's the thing 
‘about fancy ge. 
they never do. Anyway, who 
needs them when you've 
got a frusty sonic. 


That's that for the 
Convert-o-Matic, then. There's 
no way the Benjix will be able to 
Í use it again. Shame it didn't do : 
what it said it would. 


Events did not go 
according to plan, 
Prime Benjix. 


Heather's last adventure! — 


Hello? Professor 
Bailey? No one here. It’s not 
like him to be late. | wonder 

if that message on the 
blackboard is for me? 


See you later later, 
Doctor. Professor Bailey 
will kill me if Im late for 
another tutorial. 


Oh, don't worry 
about me, l'Il just s l 
hang about in the fore eae who did ‘this 

canteen. Nice cup of z to you? 
fea - lovely! iad 


‘He has no answers 
for you, Heather 
à ] ! McCrimmon. | merel 
Edinburgh Story CHRISTOPHER COOPER | used the Professor "a 
: University. : c Art JOHN ROSS j 
z Colours ALAN CRADDOCK- 


Not destroyed, 
The Mozhtratta! only weakened. | was able to 


But you were cling on to life long enough to 
destroyed, the day . s plan my revenge. Restrain her, 


| first met the Doctor. : i ion | 
What have you:done to At and acnval me LeCohesian Í 


my friends? 


| won't let you 
do this. The Doctor 
will find me. He... 
AAIIEEEEEEEEEE! 


| fed for centuries on 
residual vortex radiation 
buried in your family's PNA, 
and now | shall feast again. 

Engage the atom ray. 


Here she comes 
Hello. Gold star 


and a smiley face, 
was it? Heather? 
Eb Lm 
C t 


It's like 
she can't 
even see me. 


What? What? She 
can't just walk through 
walls willy-nilly. And j — | 
her hair’s grown back You alright, 
very quickly! | dear? You look 
| like you've seen 
a ghost. 


* Weird readings, 
like an echo, a 
memory of times 
past. Did there used 
\ to be a door here? } 


P — 3 


Until a few months 
ago, when they p 
redecorated. | used 
to nip out that way for 
a sneaky break. 


l have to find the 
source, but there’s 
too much interference. 
Now, where was Heather 
going? That's the obvious 
place to start looking. 


This isn’t 
good. Something 
is fracturing the 

| integrity of time, and 

| Heather is involved. 

\ | have to find her. 


These youngsters, always 
rushing about the place. They do 
wear me out. Ooh, he left his cake... 


Did it just get i | 
chilly around here, | 
or is it just me? | 


j^ 


Just another echo. 
Funny how they disappear | 
when | get close, almost like | 

they're trying to lead me 
somewhere. To Heather! 


Hang on, Y 
there she is again. 
And those are the 
clothes she wore | 
when we first met! | 


Hah! She must be inside. 


We've all got free 
periods this afternoon. 
Why don't we head down 
to the catacombes. No, 
there’s no such thing as 
ghosts, Rob! 


W 


The echoes are 
memories, incidents in 
Heather's life, converging 
on the moment we met, and 
leading me towards her. , 


m 


| first met Heather, 
she was about to 
be eaten by an 
alien parasite. If it 
survived... 


The Mozhtratta! 
Oh, why do 

| always have to 
be so right? 


Doctor, you 
found me. | knew 
you would! 


Hsssk. What's this? 
An even sfronger source 
of vortex radiation, and 
with so many past and 
future lives for me to 
feast upon. 


No chance, you 
overgrown jelly baby. 
Get your chops around 
this and have a taste of 
your own medicine. 


The shockwave Absolutely. Disappeared 
knocked everyone out. Is up his own atoms. The ReCohesion 
it gone, the Mozhtratta? | Cannon whacked him bang inside ; 
mean, for good this time? ; his own DNA, which is frankly 


impossible. Then again, I’m good E 


with /mpossible. 


There's only one lm sorry, DESWAET 
problem. The cannon jiggled Heather. l'm so sorty, tt s fine. I'll be 
your molecules too severely, but you can't come with fine. Back to the 
broke down your body's me. Just one trip in the real world it is! " 
natural defences against TARDIS. Jusf one. It l've had the 


vortex radiation. would fear you apart. mores rd 


But Doctor, | want adventures. 
you to know, it’s been Will | ever see 
brilliant. You've been f you again? 
brilliant. Ill miss you T 

$0, so much. 


Oh... | think 
| know what 
this means. 


Oh yeah, like a 
bad penny, me. l'm 
‘ bound to pop up when you 
least expect it. Take good 
care of yourself, Heather 
McCrimmon. 


Oh my Where am |? 
head. Are Heather, what are 
you alright, you doing here? OT E 
Professor , j A Having the time 
Bailey? f of my life, every 
day, thanks to the 


Danger from beneath the ice! 


ARCTIC ECLIPSE am E 


What lovely 
weather to watch 
a solar eclipse. 

I am a lucky Doctor! 


PA 


Isa shame you Y 
can only see it from 
the North Pole, but 

at least it^s nice 
and peaceful. 


Well, maybe 
peaceful wasn't 
quite the right 

word... 


Back! Back, all of 
you! Or I'll splash 
you with this deadly, 
er, lukewarm tea! 


E 
We are the 
Antipho and 

we want you... 


The Antipho explain. 


After so long 
beneath the ice 
our ship has 
got stuck. 


We thought the 
day would never 
end, but when the 

eclipse finally arrived, 

we were able to leave 

our prison to search 
for help. 


Time to 
turn the sonic 
up to eleven! 


Our ship crashed 
here during the night, but 
when the dawn came, we had 
to retreat under the ice to 
complete the repairs. 


We cannot 
live in direct 
sunlight. It we were 
exposed for even 
a second, we would 
wither and die. 


But in the Arctic, 
the days and nights 
each last six months 
of the year! 


| fear we are 
running out of 
time - already the 
sunlight is returning. 


Oh don't 
worry about me. 
Just get back to 
your ship and be 

ready to leave when 
| give the word! 


Well it’s 
a good job 
you found 
me then! 


The sonic has cut through the ice! 


\ 


\LiA 


Good luck 
my friend, and 
thank you. 
Always 
a pleasure to 
help a fellow 
traveller! 


= 


Right. 
37] Allons-y! 
K , 
| p 


You know what? 

| think that might 

have been my only 
deckchair! 


The TARDIS is 
returning to Earth... f 
Washington DC, in 
the year 4041. 


Bar. 
THE KLYTODE o 
N. | 


Hmm - this 


place looks / Oh, blimey! It's - 
familiar... ` | the Oval Office. Eo Brilliant! 

| Now, 41st century, ~ At this point in time, | 

\ let me think... it’s the office of the —  — — — 

— , á President of Earth. L— 
There's bound to be 
something interesting 
going on! 


This is a historic 1 p — 
day. The ambassador | Excuse 
from the Akfren Galaxy | me -did 
promises a new ecology for you just say 
Earth. Perfectly engineered | the Akfren 
temperate zones, polar ice h Galaxy? 
_ caps, weather control... 


Make 
way for the 
President! , 


Yes. And 
here he is - waiting 
in orbit for the final 
agreement. We're 
about to let him fake 
control of Earth's 
environment. 


"After we fought, 
| revisited the galaxies 
| that the Klytode 
§) Brethren ruined - and 
MI | felt shame! All those 
beautiful planets — 
devastated! It broke 
my cardiovascular 
toxin gland.” 


"Its time to change my destructive ways, Doctor. | want to 
use my environmental knowledge to help save Earth.” 


O —4 


He's tried 
to destroy the 
Earth fwice 
already! He's a 
living, breathing, 
environmental 
disaster! 


But 
that’s the 


Doctor! 
How lovely 
to see you! 


| hoped 

we would 
meet again! 
You see, I've 


What? Don't be 
ridiculous! You're 
the Klytode! 


| come 
in peace! 


He's the 
Klytode! He's 
bonkers, Mr 

President! He's 
never come in 
peace in his life! 


l'm sorry, Doctor, 
but the Klytode’s 
credentials are perfect. 
| won't have a word 
said against him. 


"His android helpers 
are approaching 
Earth's weather 

control centres - our 
environmental problems 
will soon be over!” 


Perfect 
credentials? 
Oh - now | see. 
Interference in 
the braín waves. 
The Klytode’s 
controlling your 
thoughts! 


Nonsense! 
The Klytode 
is here to 
help us all. 


Your problems are 
just beginning! Those 
androids have probably been 
programmed by the Klytode 


H tly - it^: 
to be toxic bombs. oko dpe 


the way he does 
things! The Klytode 
and | - we go back 
a long way... 


Klytode has given 

me full control 

of his androids - 

there’s nothing to 
J. worry about. 


p Mich d Wait! Androids! The 
stop! You're Klytode is using you - 
Attention about to give the f P he plans to mentee you in 
Klytode. androids the order to f vi the weather centres! He's 
androids! detonate themselves f 1 
: - the Klytode’s final E 
revenge! 


^D 


| YOU HERR 


NG 


| «4T5n0 
WHAT 1 SIGNED 
UP FOR++ 


++GRME'S UP, 
ALY TODE 


es 


1 


| win, Klytode! 
E When are you going 
to get the message? 
Don't mess with 
the Doctor! 


No! Not 
again! £ 


Or E 


- 


Why don't \ Doctor! We'll 
you really abandon x keep the Klytode 
your evil schemes, 
M cue Cee » safely under lock 
great knowledge to 
help people? You y Bah! 
| Never! All | desire 
is the complete 
destruction of 


the human race \ l've heard that 


l Fibra one before! But 
i l'm sure we'll meet 


again one day... 


could be brilliant. 


Creature Feature 


a P 
For instant 
^ rescue, take 


CREATURETE/ ATURE = See 


HY E es 


Somebody | | 
help me! 


Looks like 
l've arrived 
Just in time. 


Add a little 
water... 


^W 
The TARDIS has landed 
P slap-bang in the middle V SARNE SAE 
ofa ned alien invasion! 2 Feo. ROSSA 
1 » gm Colours ALAN CRADDOCK 


- But the woman doesn't. 
seem happy to be rescued! 


Get your 
hands off me! 
What do you think 
you're doing? 


. And bingo! 
Hello there. I’m the 
Doctor and l'Il be 
your rescuer today. 
Just a spot 
of adventuring. S 
Saving the J 
pretty lady. The 
usual stuff. 


| From behind the Doctor What's your WR E 
H ame, buster? Are 
i a voice booms out. E Qe kyngt rain. | 


my picture? 


As | was 
saying to this nice 
lady, | was just... 
Hang on, did you 

say picture? 
As in, a film? 


A movie, yeah. And 
not just any movie. The 
Blob from Beyond is going 
to be the biggest movie of 
the decade, or my name 
ain't Larry Haxton Jr. 


This big, blobby 
fhíng is a specíal 
effect? If that’s true, 
you deserve an Oscar! 
Its brilliant. 


Betty, go clean 
yourself up. And 
somebody get this 
Joker off my set! 


Woah. Wait a 
minute. There's no 
need to get... 


... Rough. Ow! 


Here, let me 
help you. I’m sorry 
about Larry. He's just a 
two-bit director who's 
never made a good 
movie in his life. 


Are you 
kidding? Those 
effects fooled me - 
and I’ve seen the 
real deal. 


| knew it! That's 
no movie magic. It’s 
an actual alien. 


They're called the 
Thrunn. They crashed into 
the desert six months ago. 
Larry has another frapped 

in their spaceship, so this 
one is forced to appear 

in his stupid movie. 


We can't be 
having that. Right then, 
Thrunn old son, take 
me to this shíp of 
yours. Allons-y! 


There's a 
reason why they 
look so good. 
Come with me. 


A terrifying ct 
appears out of t 


No-one's 
| leaving until my 
| movie's finished. 
Do you hear? 


l've fixed the 
engines so you're free 
to leave Earth. Come 
on Betty, we'd better 
exit stage right. 


Arrgh! It’s 
gonna eat me. 
Stay away! 
Loud and 
clear Larry. But | think 
you'd better speak to 
the Thrunn's agenf. 


Well, | used 
the ship's in-flight 
: holo-projector to 
n create a little cinematic 
"m m D trickery of my own. 
[ m sorry, Betly. i This time the aliens 
! don't expect you'll be really were specíal 
making your summer effects. 
blockbuster now. 4 


But I still 
don't get it. 
Where did that 
ofher creature 
come from? 


Goes to prove 
you should never 
believe what you 
see in the movies. 


EX f, WEER 


Mudshock! 


p" 


Mind you, seems i 
more like a ghost fown. © 
But this generator is warm, | 
which means there are | 
locals, only they're hiding | 
from something. 


The others 
said to leave you 
out there, for the 


Space, the final 
frontier. And if you’ve 
got a final frontier, 
you've gotta have 
a final frontier town. 


Story CHRISTOPHER COOPER 
Art JOHN ROSS 
Colours ALAN CRADDOCK 


Proper 
doomed. And 
then some. | 


E 


| Sounds like 


there's life 


bandits, but | had 
to warn you. This 
town is doomed! 


after all. 


Don't Y 
shoot, 
stranger. It’s 
just me, Ben 
McGill. Now 
you'd better 
hide! 
Really? 
Are you 
talking 
‘in a bit of 
a pickle’ or 
properly 
doomed? 


Arlee peas : Nice bunch. Well, 

continues. Bandits. They luckily for Dustville, 

- - attack every day at a mysterious yet 
high noon - when the helpful stranger just 


twin suns burn most rolled into town. Howdy! 
brightly - to steal our 


supplies. We haven't 
eaten for a week. 


That was our 
last generator 
unit. We got no 

source of heat. We'll 
freeze tonight. 


ril have it fixed in a 
- Jiffy, and tomorrow we'll 
They find out where these bandits 
frashed hide out. How are your 
everything. s tracking skills, Ben? 


Are you sure they 
came this way, Doctor? 
4 The Wastes stretch on 
1 for miles - just salt and 
dust and nothin’. 


z > Ke 
Hah! Thought so. 
This ground isn't ground © 
at all, it’s your bandits. 
* We're bang on top of thei 
1 T hiding place right now, 
There's | : 2 beneath our feef. 
nothin’ can live Y Y | Bh ray aN à 
out here inthe P 1 
Wastes for long. 
They must be 
hidin’ in a cave 
or somethin’. 


s This salt bed 
Hey, look. They is rammed with tiny 
took our satellite living crystals. When 
2 antenna, and it’s the twin suns heat 
. — wedged into the ground, the ground there’s a 
\ x . like it’s been mixed in chemical reaction, 
Not every life N ae | permachetes Flow is and... Hang on. 
form needs a shelter F that possible? What time is it? 


or a spacesuift to adapt ; ( i E m H 
to its surroundings. | fA Dp ; » / 
think your bandits are [ : A “¢ \ 


something else entirely... 


| think high noon is 
when the bandits wake 
Coming up to e up. We've got to get back 
high noon. Why is the : to Dustville, fast! 
ground starting to e 
shake? 


Hurry, Doctor. 
Dustville can't survive 
another raid. We have 

to warn them. 


worry. l've 
got a plan. 


The skinny 
offworlder tracked us. 
|) He could be dangerous. 

Find him and crush him, 
| then destroy the town, 
once and for all! 


Whoa there, 
| hold your horses. | 
- What have the 
people of this town 
ever done to you? 
4 


Its a big 
old planet, 
room enough 
for everyone. 


Bit dusfy for 
my tastes, 
= = but you could 
This -planet's , live in peace 
resources are now together, 


couldn't you? 


4 ours to exploit. We will 
not share with anyone. 


You talk of 
^ peace, yet 
Ky you carry this 
weapon. 


Weapon? Me? 
What, this old 
thing? Nah, this is 
just my brolly, in 
case it rains. 


you seen the weather 
report today? 
Localised atmospheric 
excitation causing 
heavy showers. 
Hope you brought 
a coat. Benjamino - 
ALLONS-Y! 


Our measurements 
show it has not rained on 
this world for a fhousand 
centuries. These conditions 
are perfect for us. 


The icy rain caused 
Thanks, Doctor. F their molecules to cool too 
You saved our town - quickly, so they couldn't hold 
but what happened to their physical form. It was 
the bandits? = the only way to stop them 
tearing your town apart. 


Now, buckets. 
We need 
buckets! 


jJ 


Thissss isss mosst 
embarrassssing. 


l'm sorry, but 
these people have as 
much right to be here as 
you do. If you won't share it 
with them, l'Il take you to a 
world you can make your 
very own. And there won't 
be a cloud in sight! 


UFO alert! 
Saü m HENCE 


P LL Me pensioned 


off, and this whole All this evidence 
project closed. proves we aren't alone 
in the universe, and 
no-one will ever Know. 


One 
more file to 
catalogue and 
that's that. 


Story CHRISTOPHER COOPER 
Art JOHN ROSS 
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I'm the Doctor. I’ve 


Hello. George 
Baldwin, isn't it? 
| was worried Id miss 


got UNIT Priority One 
clearance, so follow me, and 
don't forget your keys! 


you. | need to get to 
the vault - now! 


But this photo 
doesn't look anything 
like you. Why should I? 


What? You 
can't just demand entry 
to the most top secret 
vault in the UK. What 
clearance do you have? 


Because any second 
now, a squad of Chukwa 
Fel interrogators is going to 
teleport in here looking for certain 
information, and | need your 
help to stop them getting it. 


Those are aliens 
from another world. Real 
ones. The kind of things 
you've been filing sightings 
of for years. Now hurry! 


f We have 
evidence of three 
extraterrestrial 
entities, and none 

of them look like 
those things. 


Three? Blimey! 
Well, you know those grey, 
blobby ones that buzzed 
Glastonbury Tor a decade 
ago? Well, this lot are at 
war with them. 


There. Treble 
deadlocked - 
no way in or out. 

What now? 


This is the UFO 
archive. Over 30 years 
of documents, covering 

every UFO-related incident 
within UK airspace. 


We'll have to 
blast our way 
through. 


Engage 
the Fusion 
Hammer! 


I need one 


of the UFO files. If the 
Chukwa Fel get to it first, 


they'll start a 
war and Eart 


jalactic 
will be 


caught in the crossfire. 


Wow. That's a 
lot of filing. We'd 
better get cracking. 
It won't fake long 
for them to find us. 


Blimey, 
George, your 
filing system is 
complicated - and 
they'll be through 
~ that door in 
seconds. 


Those files 
are so secret, | invented 
a new hexi-trexi-decimal 
system to keep them safe. 
What are you looking for? 


Bromley Common 
landing, 1969. Detailed 
observations of the 
UFO's weaponry. 


Oi, human. | want 
a word with you. 


Keep them 
occupied, while 
| duck under here 
and get fo work. 


You what? 
Keep them...? 
Oh, Mummy! 


You have a 
file on the weaponry of 
a Mohini warship. Bring 
it fo us now, or I'll file 
you myself - under as 
many different subjects 
as possible. 


Oh, case file 
AEHAS18L! You 
should have said 

so! Here it is. 


George stalls for time, 
as the Doctor adds fake 
information to the file. 


Er, good 
evening. Do 
you have an 

appointment? 


(am Mokra, 
Chief Persuivant 
of the Chukwa Fel, 
and Lord High 
Bluumchatz. | do nof 
make appointments! 


Eeek! 
case file 
AEHA318L? 
Luckily, | 
have it here. 


Well, if you'd care 
to wait a moment, while 
| place a call to my 
manager... 


Good job, 
George. Just hold 
them off for a bit 
longer while | finish 

this circuit diagram. 


At last, 
we have the data 
which will allow us 
to complete our 
new weapon and 
destroy our Mohini 
enemy forever. 
Engage teleport. 


They've Stick wi 
gone. Is that it? | : me and I'll show you 
thought Id at least wy more UFOs than you 
see their spaceship. / can shake a sonic 
All these reports, screwdriver at. 
and I’ve never seen 
a real UFO. 


Engaging! 
sA 


They're 


The TARDIS ionem up the | 
f olar Obliterator. 
floats in space, | Just wait until they | 


watching the press the fire 
Chukwa Fel blu 
fleet gather z 
around its / ER ; 
iz - | don't 
new weapon. >. EN understand, Doctor. 
\ ' 7] Wont a Solar 


Obliterator... Erm... 
Obliterate us? 


Suddenly, a wormhole in space swallows qi Dy RE 
the enfíre fleet in a blaze of energy. u "x MEE 


Here you go, 
George. Home sweet 
home. Thanks for 
your help. 


Hah! They 
finished their weapon — Y. 
using the false information 
| added to that file, and 
ended up building an 
Inverted Space Warp > 


Catapult instead. 
zi ^ Thank you, 


Doctor. | think 
l've earned my 
retirement now! 


They'll be on the 


other side of the galaxy jy 
by now. War averted, 
Earth saved. Spot on. 


Every day for 20 
years, Irene has woken 
up in her lonely home 
on the mini-moon of 
Delphi and walked to 
her greenhouse. 


may 1 
Nm 


SERIE ay 
Story OLI SMITH 
Art JOHN ROSS 
Colours ALAN CRADDOCK 


Every day, Irene has 
looked at the man-eating 
alien weeds that have 
infested her mini-moon... 


My name is 
Irene, and | am 


Every day, she has watered her 


Pink Cichorium - the last of its 
kind in the entire universe. 


zd A » 
Every day, she has 
switched on her 


| transistor-emitter. 


the gardener of 
Delphi... /s anyone 


out there? 


Ah well, | always 
say you can never have 
enough exercise. Or 
| dol mean carrots? 
| Actually, | think it’s 
| never enough carrots. 


Phew! | wish 
this Irene lady had 
been a bit more 
specific about 
which part of the 
moon she was on! 


Looks like I'll 
have to carry on the 
old-fashioned way. 


Well, this 
is different. 


Hello, Irene! l'm 
the Doctor. | picked 
up your distress call 
and my ship is just 
outside - so let's go! 
Chop chop! 


Hold on, 
sonny - we're 
not in a hurry. 


uh 


Take her 
somewhere 
safe, Doctor - 
she's the last 
of her kínd. 


You've been 

down here all 

this time for 
a flower? 


Things of 
beauty are a joy 
forever, Doctor. It’s 
our job to make sure 


But don't you want 
to come? I’m here 
to rescue you! 


| mean, 
those plants out 
there scare me, 
so a poor old 
lady like... 


What, you thought | was 
just going to leave? Oh no, 
Doctor - this is my home. 


You're taking 
that plant somewhere 
safe, while | use this 
to sort out my pesky 

weed problem! 


It might 
look like an 
impossible job, 
but I’m going 
! to keep on 
fighting. And l'm 
going to win! 


You. Are. 
Brilliant! 


All right, you 
beasties! Get 
off my lawn! 


PO FT SFE 


e fields of Centaur 


| beautiful 
things. 
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NEXT WEEK 


What happened next for 
Heather and Wolfie? 
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LUCKY, HEATHER - aes 


this meteorite 
m EA. superbrain! 


Midnight, and London's 
Scíence Museum is all 
but deserted - except for 
Heather McCrimmon, an old 


Someone's in that 
crane, controlling the 
Electro-Magnet exhibit. 
Even the meteorite 
can't fight that much 
magnetic force. 


Wolfgang! Need 
B some help? What are 
you doing here? 


The alien 
microbes inside are 
using a psychic signal 


to create a body out of 
museum exhibits. 
| have to block it. 


ni 
p 


Easier 
said than 
done! 


Gotcha. Stealth 
Blanket! That 
should smother 


its brainwaves. 
— c 


Chasing aliens and 

getting into trouble 

- same as you! Just 
like old times. 


Hold on 
fighf. Without 
the meteorite's 
psychic control, 
the robot will... 
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. Go fo 
pieces! 


So you're 
back on Earth 
now? When was 
the last time you 
saw the Doctor? 


About four years 
ago. Funny story - there 
was a Mozhtratta, a load 
of Vortex radiation and a 
severe danger of me being 


reduced to atoms. | had 
to stay behind. 


Great to see 
you, by the way - 
and not just because 
you saved me from 
getting squished by 
a bric-a-brac alien. 


Oh, bad luck! 

But it looks 
like you're still S 
keeping busy | 
-and so am |! A 


Hey, do you remember 
Bigfoot? Turned out to be 
a Blirvariox, lost on the 
way to his own wedding. 
We only just got him to the 
hyper-church on time. 


Don't forget 
the Whirling 
Wormhole of 
Wolverhampton, 
baċk in 1457! We 
had to pull the 
Doctor out of it 
using your scarf, 
and it got 
stretched to 
infinity! 


I do miss him... Still, 

I'm an archaeologist by day 
and an alien investigator 
by night, so things aren't that 
different. How about you? 


Almost - but 
not quite! Run! Let's 
hide in the space 


exploration gallery. 


Bit of alien hunting, 
obviously, studying for my 
degree in quantum physics. 
Hey, between us we almost 
make one Doctor! 


Look out, 
it’s following. 
Only now it’s 
got a missile 

launcher. 


Quick! 
Into that 
moon crater. 


It’s him! 
It's the 
Doctor: 


He's headed 
for the Safurn 
5 afterburner. 

Its rocket engine's 
powerful enough to 
melt a meteorite. 


No way. Did 
you hear what 
l just heard? 


But the 
rocket’s a 
museum piece. 
There won't be 
a drop of fuel 
left in it. 


Look - he's 
got a Mezon Energy 
Marble. It could 
power up those 
engines in no time. 


Looks like we're 
really finished 
this time... 


> 
^ 
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It can't be..; 
Can it? 


The Doctor ignites the 
engine, firing a blue jet 
at the meteorite monste 


Direct hit! 
That meteorite is 
| mincemeat.., But f 
so is the museum. 
How are we going 
to explain that? 


Good job 
you turned 
up when you 
did, Doctor. 
Ooctor...? 
Where are 
you going? 


Saved twice 
in one day. 
Lucky Heather! 


| 
What 


was that & 
| all about? I3 


| think he 
was saying 
goodbye. 


